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*.| Henry Jarroman
By ROY VICKERS
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t ORD DOUCESTER was kept wait-
Jing for vome five minutes In Theed's
office. Ha wan not Irritated there-
He had told himeelf Theed would
him walting five minntes, He
, o, "that when he ontered the
ofice Theed would say :
w.do you do, my dear Lord Dou.
Y I am mo sorry to have had
Fou ’wd'lhln‘. ‘ray be sented.
sented.”’
2 .: he actually rald 1t Thesd ex-
his hamd. Lord Doucester took
sest, but Ignored the hand., He
d pretend mot to see an extended
wnd less offensively than any man in

i 'tﬂ;ﬁrn Just learned.'" he said, “‘that
have & mutunl friend—Miss Jarro-

'I"Ah_ yes—yer,"  murmured Theed.
arming.'’

L “We—er—first made the acquaint-
of the Indy as a Misa Quest,"
inued Lord Doucester.

Theed modded several .times, He
ed to be making a lightning caleu-

nn.
“I don't know how much you know
her stors—whleh was only known
hersell a couple of days ago,”’ he
n with an air of frankness that
ntly amuged the other, “*You may
may not be aware that 1 myself
k eare of her when the trial of her
ther reached its tragic conelusion, and
¢ was abandoned and friendless, 1
st plead guilty to having assumed n
ve responsibility, Lord Doucester,
my own unalded counsel 1 decided
t her mother, excellent lady though
{8 in many respect®, was hardly
fted to bring up a young girl. 8o 1
nged for her to be brought up in
own family, and to avoid the stigma
the name, gave her the name of
par.
“"Most Interesting,
ter.
onable curioxity.

sald Lord Dou-
“That =atisfien my quite un-
If she has been

r your eye econtinuous’y there can, |

courte, be no question asx to her

ntity.'’

Lord Doucester war watching the
's fnce with the closest attention,

caught the slight, barely perceptible

rt.
2'None whatever, my dear Lord Dou-
ter—none whatever.'"' Theed's wa-
eyes seamed to eareas his visitor,
_"Thank you very much, Mr. Theed,"’
il Doucester, and, to the other’s sur-
, nbruptly rose to go.
As he .passed Into the street
ucester whistled a lively,

Ford
tuneless

y.
"He did not weturn at onece to his
se, but dropped in at the club, where
promptly sat down and wrote a let-

“Dear Miss Jarroman,” he wrote.
y son has aequainted me with (he
tance of your discussion with him
terday nfternoon. beg you to ne-
t the axsurance of my (eepest sym-
thy in whnt must hinve been n severe
k to yon. 1 undeestand that you
ave definitely refusnd Wilfred's offer
marriage, and, ‘while T profoundls
t your deciston upon personal

nds, | feel compelled to adinit that |

U hnve decided wisely for his happi-
anid your own,
"Believe me. denr Miss Jarroman,
4 very sincerely,
“DOUCESTER."
Hires a Sleuth

At the moment when TLord Doucester
s being ushered into Theed's highly
ed inner samctum Jarroman was
tering the alry, untidy office of Re-
ve, the detective,
"l asked you to give me a week, Mr,
froman,’’ said Segrove ns he motioned
1o a chair, *“It i no easy task to
‘6 & person who has not been heard
for twenty years.” -
Oh, quite so!" said Jarroman, *'I
¥¢ not come to hurry yon, 1 nssure

« Ax o mater of faet, 1 want you |

Widen your fuvestigations for me—
i t!wra Is no hurry of any kind."'
'Widen them—in what direction?"
manded Segrove.

As you get on the track of John
Anden’s dnughter,''
You will probably find out na good
eal about John Camden himalef, And
]]:.":e 4 speelnl interest in John Cam-

"What futerest?* demandeqd Segrove,

John Camden committed the erline
which 1 wag convieted."

It Jarromnn had expected Begrove to
startled at this announcement he was
Mppoluted,

Gio on, please,”

: he sald bluntly.

lIt B8 n long story," sald Jarroman.
Propose to dictate it to my typist
senil {uu the detailed report, which
Bupplement news cuttings of the

Port of my trinl. This will reach you

A few days. In the menntime there's
n:p called Bisset who was given five

penal servitude for forgery within
Jear of my own convictlon. 1 don't
ow his ,Whereabouts; 1 don't even
W It he's alive. If you can find him
can give you mnterial fucts which
| dovetall “with the report I shall
d you. Are you willing to take it
1or. Begrove?” '

1 dOI‘IIt know yet,'" snswered He-
ve. This man Camden is ead,
understand you to say. What is
F object in Investigating the mat-
19 it & retrinl?"

Mts Logal Proofs
"Nut.perelurlly 80,"
n, I might seek a petrinl, but
bly slould mor. The publicity
. tl:‘ljure my daugbter. But I have
l‘!l; ! 1. 'delulro t? b'n placed in pos-
egal proof o i ce—

fluxch a thing {a pnulbl:l..": oy
LAt may be possible,’" sald Begrove.
will certalnly

At 1 cannot say. 'lt
diicult {ndeed. It is quite probable
way u lot of

repiled Jarro-

t you will throw a
WtY and attain nothing,’
'l Am quite eontent to risk that,"
ded Jarroman, ‘It you would like
{{I{mtp: on account—-:=""
hat's not necessary, thank yon,'"
led Begrove,

il!
h'-h'.\' account, ol Sad. Jox o

I haven't decided to
: l;:('l.hﬂ up yet.  If vou belleye
Jom Camden did you this volossy]

ey wh : "
‘?ﬂ"" n‘::?j}“ Fou want to find hix

.trl::::]_"m was fully prepared for (he

_'h Iwenty years in prison, Mr. Se-

began Jarroman, | sk

grove.'' he maid, ‘‘one conceives idean
which may ba rega as odd. To use

:u m-namﬂ p'lnae. 1 wish to re-
urn good oy

Jarroman shet the detective's slirewd
gann_ unBinchingly.

YWell, T o yonr motiven are
no concern of W' said ® enig-
matically. = * i run
Across t

rl, what do you want me
wit .’?"

to l

“Just notify me of her addrepe,’’ re-

lled  Jarroman. ““And as regards

., 1 want every faet you can un-

earth, w! it seema to have &
on the case or not.
shall be greatly disappointed,” he add-
od, “If you to take up the ease,

“Oh, T will ¢ it up.'' nald Negrove
indifferently. ‘*This sort of thing s
my easion. Buat if 1 come to the
conclunsion that there is no reasonable
prospect of suceess, 1 shall withdraw.''

Clavdine's Vishior

High up In the stately house in Cor-
nish terrace was & small and severely
businesslike room to which visitors
rarely penetrated, It held a roll-t
desk, a number of fling cabinets, and,
built into the wall, two large safes,

, fresh from his Interview with
Lord Doucester, was ushersd np to this
iittle sanctum by a silent-footed East-
ern servant, CUlaudine looked up At
his entry and smiled with a languid
friendliness which vanished the moment
they were left alone,

“‘Bomething unpleprant must have
[Ill:lpelml for you to make such an ur-
gent matter of seeing me.'" she sald
sharply, *“'It's tbe Jarroman stunt, of
course?"’

Theed refused to be hurried.

“There Is abmolutely no need for
nlarm,’’ he insisted. ‘It is llml)l_v that
I have a premonition that Lorgd Douces-
ter will drop in to see you shon—pos-
nibly fonight. He called on me this
| morning.'’
| “Let me mer—the girl, Nadia, was
working for his som, 'Niranack, wasn't
{she?' inquired Claudine impatiently.
“Can’t they find another typist, or
what Is 1t¥"

““An to that I can't may,"" returned
Theed with a deliberntion which he
knew Claudine must find madidening.
**I should say that the typewriting
agency probably ment a substitute who
has proved herself quite cfficient, No,
Lord Doucester's visit had nnother mo-
tive,

‘It meems that Nadia told Stranack

what had been disclosed to her about
| her parentage and that he passed it on
1o his father.'*
' *"Which looke,”* cut in Claudine, "'as
1if Srrapack were in love with the girl
Jand was afraid there would be trouble
from his parents if he married her,'’

“I quite agree. quite,'" aszented
Theed ponderously. *'But let ns leave
thot supposition for the moment. Lord
| Doucester seemed only concerned with |
| obtaining my assurance that Nadia !
| really Is what she has been told she is

-namely, Henry Jarroman's daugh-
ter."’ .
| **Why shonld he doubt it?"" rapped
lout Claudine.
Theed waved his fot hands In what
[he believed to be n foreign gesture.

“Fixactly what I asked myself, dear |
Indy. Why should he doubt 1t? There |
in, of course, a possibility that Nadia |
resembles her mother; but it would |
have to be an amazing likeness (o take |
Lord Doucester's memory back over |
twenty years, No; if he doubis, It is|

ause of some Incldent of which
neither he nor the girl have told me
and which 1 vould not have foresesn®'’

“It he doubts,'”" repeated Claugine
after a moment's pause. “*You're not
. them?''

“*No, I am not sure,”” answered
Theed, “‘but | should ke to be.'’ i

““Why should you think that Dou- |
cester will come to see me?’ askod |
Claudine.

“It Is obvious, surely, The girl hax
been decinred to be Jurroman’s daugh-
ter ; Doucester knows that you are Jar-

roman’s wife, He will wonder win-:lwrl
you, too, aceept Nadin as your ¢hild, |

Claudine nodded.

"}\’hm. exactly do you want me to
do%" she nsked.

Theed rose. .

“Try to discover what his afitude
[1%,"" he maid. *‘If he does not believe
Nadia to be your dauglhter, does he rec-
ognize her as any one else's? 1f o,
how haw he recognized her, and what is
he going to do about it?"

Again Claudine nudq-d.

Mt will be gifficult,” she sald, half
to "herself,

“I do not mind admitting It s be-
yond my power,”” said Theed. **That
Is why I leave“it In your hands."

Claudine, left alone, broodpd for a
long moment. Then she locked her desk
and betook herself to her bedroom,
where she rested before the complicated
tollet of the evening.

Never had she looked so arresting as
when that evening wshe greeted her
guests, Her dress—an fuspiration from
Viennn—was the color of an Irls seen
through a mist of gold, Across her
forehead a narrow band of sapphires
reflected the gueer golden glow of her

In,

“Ah, Mrs. Crayne, how .delightful to
see you once more!" Cloudine smilxd
and extended her hand. Lord Dou-
vester bent over It, clhattered Hghtly
with her for a mowent or two, then
passed Into the  pgreat  voom  where
“Mao'meelle XJ'' hier eolorless bever-
| age within reach, sar Inscrutable at the
gaming table, watching, counting, her

and after he has wondered a little hbe |
will come here and try to find out," l

eyes pule glits in Lher velver mask. |

Claudine Vamps a Lord
Clandine dallied a little; then, plek- [
Ing up an enormous fan of purple
feathers, she drifted in the wake of her
most important guest,

*“You are not playing,
cester?"’

Doucester turned from his contem-
| plation of the pile of banknotes,

“I'm a pauper already, dear lady—a
pauper,'’

“Oh, I hope not!" Claudine’s mag-
pificent eyen flashed upon him and
away agaln.  She made n movement to-
ward n sccluded corner and he fol-
lowed her,

1 do hope not,” she repeated as they
established themeelves i déep chalrs
set well back in the shadow of palms.

Lord Dou-

“I'm in desperate stralts myself, and
you've always been such a friend In
ueed,"’

Their glances met and held, Then
Loxd Doucester smiled faintly as if he
were amused.

*‘It 1 have been of any assistance to
iou In the past,"" he murmured, *“‘vou

ave aesisted me In return most ably
and thoroughly.'’

Claudine unfurled her fan.

““By my silence,'" she purred.

“Exactly." acquiesce Doucester,
He was still smiling.

“‘Bllence doesn't deteriorate in value,
does 1t?’ Claudine’s laugh was Jike
honey, “Dear Lord Doucester, you
spenk as If It were mo longer worth--
buying."

Doucester's smile deepened,

‘I very much doubt whether it Is,"
he returned amiably.

Claudine’'s breath eame a little more
qulckly tham usual. |
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